LETTERS OF R. L. STEVENSON

had no conception how much I loved them. The air
23 which pleased Madame Zassetsky the most was "Hey,
Johnnie Cope, are ye waukin yet?" It is certainly no
end. And I was so proud that they were appreciated. No
triumph of my own, I am sure, could ever give me such
vainglorious satisfaction. You remember, perhaps, how
conceited I was to find "Auld Lang Syne" popular in its
German dress; but even that was nothing to the pleasure
I had yesterday at the success of our dear airs.

The edition is called " TJie Songs of Scotland without
Words for the Pianoforte," edited by J. T. Surrenne,
published by Wood in George Street. As these people
have been so kind to me, I wish you would get a copy of
this and send it out. If that should be too dear, or any-
thing, Mr. Mowbray would be able to tell you what is the
best substitute, would he not? This I really would like
you to do, as Madame proposes to hire a copyist to copy
those she likes, and so it is evident she wants them.
Ever your affectionate son,

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON.

To THOMAS STEVENSON

With reference to the political allusions in the following it will be
remembered that this was the date of Mr. Gladstone's dissolution, fol-
lowed by his defeat at the polls notwithstanding his declared intention
of abolishing the income-tax.

[MENTON], February istf 1874.
I AM so sorry to hear of poor Mr. M.'s death. He was
really so amiable and kind that no one could help liking
him, and carrying away a pleasant recollection of his sim-
ple, happy ways. I hope you will communicate to all the
family how much I feel with them.

58ad no right to be commemorated at all. After all, it is a
